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VAN ITy FAIR. 


Editors throughout the eamaiey 


THE READERS OF 
VANITY FAIR 


{ 
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| Advertising Rates of Vanity 


Title Page, 0 cents per line, ocoypg, 
Who have -received this paper for ONE YEAR, will please insert the following—NOTICE AND 
TERMS—THREE TIMES in their advertising columns, and send marked copies of the papers con- 
taining the same to this office. The paper will not be sent to such as do not comply with our terms, 
as our exchange list is an unusualiy large one. 


the space across the page. 


WILL BEAR IN MIND THAT 


E. ANTHONY, 


501 BROADWAY, 


Title Page, $1.50 per line, acrogs the 


Second Page, 25 cents, wide colump 


Notice to Subscribers. | ace na 


( \REAT MUSICAL 
DEPOT. -M: J. Palit 

Importer, 21 Maiden Lane, N. y, 
sale the most extensive assortments 
| country, at ya varying at Twos 
Hundred and Fifty Dollars, each ply 

3 4, 6, 8, 10, 12, 16 and 24 airs, 


10 cents, narrow Coluny) 


Nicholas Hotel,) | WE OFFER “AS A PREMIUM TO ™ 
|EVERY THREE DOLLAR SUBSCRIBER TO VANITY FAIR, 
-~A COPY OF 
ARTEMUS WARD HIS BOOK, : 
To be shortly issued in book form, by CARLETON Publisher, of this city: Price, $1 00. 


We will send any other ONE DOLLAR Publication which may be preferred. 
We do not prepay the paper to Premium Subscribers, but the 


BOOK WILL BE SENT POSTAGE FREE. 
TERMS OF Se ee ees 


One Copy one year 
we “ and ** Artemus Ward Letters, . = 


Three doors from the St. 


Is 





HEAD _QUARTERS FOR 


PHOTOGRAPHIC ALBUMS. | 
STEROSCOPIC VIEWS, 


AND 
CARTE DE VISITE PHOTO-| 
GRAPHS OF CELEBRITIES. | 


gene . 
paid.. 
paid.. 

unpaid.... 

ae. 


Two Copies one year (to one address) ee 
Five Copies one year (to one address)..........sseeeeeeees 
One C opy one yearan Worcester’s LIlls’d Q’rto Dictionary 
Three Copies one year and Worcester’s Ills’d Quarto Dictionary, . 


BOUND VOLUMES. 


Single VON cnc cacscvoncastedesesewence cocccccdgtheia enct NGO, BOER. 060 sscccsevcesees $2 00 
Three Volumes and copy of paper one year, books prepaid only 7 00 
Four Volumes and Copy of Paper, one year, books prepaid only,. - 300 
Three Volumes a (to C alifornia) books prepaid only. 8 00 
Four Volumes ae as 9 00 
Remittances must be made in Gold, New York or Eastern Currency, or other Currency at New 
York par. Seal all letters securely, and address plainly to 
LOUIS H. STEPHENS, Publisher for Pr-prietors, 
} No 116 Nassau street, N. Y, 
LIKE | - a —__—__—} 


It will be unwise to buy before seeing mis BEAOTIFUL TOY BOXES FOR CHI 


assortment 





"| ‘ BOXES TO SUIT ALL AGES ANDI 


ns semaaie [THE WHOLE YEAR| 


MERRY | 


Call and examine them ! 








Fine Gold and Silver Watches (hed 
Cash. 
FOR 


$1.00 


Me 


MUSICAL BOXES REPAIRED) 


Fowler & Wel 


} RY 
7 JOURNALS, 


THE YOUNG FOLKS 
PHOTOGRAPHIC ART GALLERY. 
MERRY’S No. 411 BROADWAY, corner of Lispenard street, N. Y. 


| CARD PORTRAITS—beautifully finished—four for $l—one dozen, $2. Old Daguerreotypes copied, 
| 
MUSEUM 


enlarged, and paifted. 
Better than any other Dollar | 


LITTELL’S LIVING AGE. 
Magazine, because it contains 1 862. 
the best Stories, Instructive 


Articles, Illustrations, Puzzles ’ 
etc. How completely the plan of this wor is adapted to all the changes of the times has been shown in |} 
the past year. Without encroaching upon the space necessary for reprinting the choicest articles 

PARENTS _ LIKE MERRY'S 


from the 
MUSEUM 


MERRY 





| Enlarged and Improved. Priy 


MERRY 


Increased. 
MERRY 
MERRY 


MERRY 


| Postmasters, Clerg ymen, Teachers, aj 
ers, are requested to act as Are 
and get Clubs fer our Journal 


THE ILLUSTRATED AMERIC 





FOREIGN REVIEWS, MAGAZINES AND JOURNALS, 
upon the other literature and topics of the day, a few pages every week record, for present edification 
and future reference, the Spirit of the 
WAR OF OUR GREAT REBELLION. 
We hope that before the end of 1862 we may be restored to communion with many friends and | 


PHRENOLOGICAL JOURNAL 


Because it adds to Home Plea- 
sures, and is of the most 


MERRY wee moral tone. 


| 
| 
} 
| 
} 
| 
| 
| 
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AND LIFE ILLUSTRATED, 
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MERRY | 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 
MERRY 


MERRY 





TEACHERS LIKE MERRY’S 
MUSEUM 


? 


Because it teaches children to 
think, and aids them in their 
studies by Special Articles 
pertaining to their nay 

It is just the thing 
Holiday Present. The ieiy- 
third Volume commences Jan- 
uary Ist. 

A fine Steel Engraved Por- 
traitof Aunr Svein the Jan- 
ary number. | 

One Dollar a Year. Single 
Copies Ten Cents. 


J: N. STEARNS, 
Publisher, 


**fellow-countrymen”’ (as Judge Pettigru, in Charleston, has just called us) in the South—men who 
have been forced to submit to the conspiring minority. We long to testify to this venerable and 
distinguished patriot, and to all who hold like faith, how dearly we prize the bonds which connect us 
— 


a: Tt be he hardly necess: to say much to the readers of Tuk Eventye Post about the plan and execu- 
tion of THE LIV AGE. Both haye been highly commended by 


CHANCELLOR Kuyt, Justice Story and — “4 ApaMs ; by Prescott, Bancrorr, Ticknor, 


h nom and how lovingly we shall receive them to our hearts when “* this tyranny shall be | 


WATER-CURE JOURNAL 
A GUIDE TO HEALTH. 
These Journals commence newt 


with January and July, and have 
larged. giving now in each 


andgnany othereminent men ; 3 and especially by 

EDITORS OF tas "EVENING Post, |o4 PAGES INSTEAD 

F , > | ES NS \. 

who have from time to time given praise to it. } 
It contains as much matter as four of the Great Reviews and Blackwood’s Magazine; avoids all 
their dull and local articles; and combines in One all the best matter of twelve quarterlies, nineteen 

monthly magazines, and ten lite rary and political weekly journals. The last are not the least; for | 
they have enlisted writers of the highest ability, and have the freshest commentaries upon the books 

and history of the times. 


MONTHLY, 
TERMS, IN ADVANCE: 
Single copy, monthly, one year... 


To subscribe to the LIVING AGE is economical; for here you have the whole pith and essence of 
all the Great Periodicals at the price of one ef them. No.clergyman or other Professiona! man who | 
has read it regularly will ever be willing to give it up. 0 Family able to appreciate it will remove | 
it from the Centre-Table. No young Man who desires to improve his mind and his position in Society 


| Ten copies, to separate addresses, if 
sire eeeeene 


COO eee eeenen ners 


Any person sending Five Dollan 





111 Fulton street, N. Y, 


copies, will be entitled to an Ext 
“GRATIS, Add six cents a year fore 
seriber in the British provinces tow 
age. Specimens sent free. 


& — Boston. | 


ought to do without it, if he can afford to pay for it. 
It makes 52 2 numbers, f four large volumes, a year. : 
&* The price ts Six poLLars A YEAR, and we send jt FREE OF POSTAGE. 


LITTELL, SON 


I. 
Address 


FOWLER & WEL 
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unteers Sick in Camp!—Young men ? 3h oadway, q 
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POPULAR BOOKS OF WIT AND HUMOR, 


The Widow Bedott Papers, 12mo., 


c , 
‘Mrs. Partington, by 
The Sparrowgrass 


1 00 60 
B. P. Shillaber, 1 00 4 
apers, 1 00 6 


Riley’s Humors of the West, 
Brougham’s Humorous Irish Stories, 


Miss Slimme 


ns’ Window, 


Prentice’s Wit and Humor, 


IVORY, CHINA, MARBLE, 


&e«., the only article of the kind ever produced 


LEATHER, GLASS, 


CEMENTING WOOD, 
CORAL, &e., 


CELAIN, AL/ ABASTER, BONE, 
each will withstand water. Liberal terms to W holesaie Jaalers. 


CHAPIN & McKAl, 
PRICE TWENTY - FIVE CENTS. | 


‘VANITY FAIR’? PRIM 
JOHNS & CROSLEY, Sole Manufacturers, 


Newspaper, Book, Job and Carl 
neatly executed,on the most 





f Jack Downing, 12mo., » wo r oa reqye. 4 . 
Letgoes of J00k, ee bierlen’ Wholesale Warehouse, 78 William st., cor. Liberty. neeen, and with dispatch. 
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WHAT SHALL I GO AS? 
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‘‘ What shall I go As?’? asks Miss CLanA CREAMTART, On reading 
her last invitation to a Fancy-dress Masked Surprise Party. 
‘What are you going As?’’ she inquires of her Cousin Anna De 
Laing. ‘‘I am sure I don’t know!’ replies the latter, whereupon 
both in a breath appeal to the young man of the household, who 
is cultivating his first delicate moustache, to know what he thinks 
they had better go As. “Go Arn?’ says he in a Madison Square 
accent, which causes a slight display of ivories and a perceptible 
movement of the moustache. “Go Arn ? why, thuppoth you wath to 
go Atu a female flour merthyant and a thmuggler.” “ As what?” 
exclaim both. ‘‘ Ath a female flour merthyant and a thmuggler. 
Don’t you know? flour merthyant and thmuggler.’’ ‘‘ Oh, yes, 
Crara!’’ exclaims Anna, I know what he means, ‘‘ he means a 
flower girl and smuggler.” ‘‘ But then I’ve been as a flower girl 
four times already this winter, so it won’t do for me.’’ ‘‘ Well, 
then,” interposes the young man who talks as if he had been edu- 
cated in what the Jouy Enauisx call Lispin-hard street, suppoth 
you both go ath a yoke of okthen?’’ ‘‘Oxen!’’ scream the fair 
twain, ‘‘O you great ugly creature! What do you mean by such 
a frightful suggestion ?” 

“Well, you requethted me to advith you what to go Arn, tho 
I merely ventured to thuggeth that you thould both go ATH a 
yoke of okthen.”’ 

“How dreadful !’’ ‘‘How absurd!’’ ‘‘ Whatabrute!’’ ‘‘He 
is too horrible for anything !’’ and ‘‘ I declare it’s enough to drive 
one distracted, the way in which he does go on!’’ were some of 
many similar expressions that found vent during the next five 
minutes—at the expiration of which time the young ladies con- 
cluded to retire to their boudoirs in order to decide the momentous 
question. 

Now, from long experience Vanity Fair knows that nothing is 
more difficulty for one young lady than to have to choose what 
she shall go As. But when two young ladies consult together on 
the subject the solution becomes doubly inaccessible, if we may so 
express it. Judge then of the idiot conclusions that would be 
arrived at from a council of a dozen sweet feminines—each anxious 
to settle the matter for herself and all the rest besides. 

Well, neither Miss Creamrart nor Miss De Larne being able to 
help each other out of the sea of despair into which they had been 
plunged, they resolved, rashly enough, to call a council composed 
of ten or fifteen intimate friends, who could keep secrets any 
length of time inside of seven minutes, and who possessed ‘‘ such 
excellent taste!” Accordingly the idea was acted upon. The 
council assembled and dissembled. The business of the meeting 
was stated, and forthwith advice was solicited and obtained. 

As we print only eight pages a week, we are debarred from 
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giving more than a synopsis of the results attained on this occa- 
sion. 

A young creature with mink collar and a Zouave jacket, pro- 
posed that her friend Ciara should go As “ Sunset,” and explained 
technically how it was to be done. 

Another with a table-spoonful of love drops in her dear delicious 
mouth, thought that to go As “ Morning,” or “ Night,” or perhaps 
‘* Twilight’? would be preferable. The technicalities appropriate 
to each costume were then detailed in a surprising manner. A 
young chicky scarcely able to reach her octaves, proposed that 
neither of the foregoing propositions be accepted, but that instead, 
Miss Crara or Miss Anna or both, should go As ‘‘ Twenty min- 
utes past three o’clock, P. M.” The toilette which is supposed to 
denote this time of day is duly explained, and was declared 
remarkably appropriate. Every one would know at once what the 
character was, it was said. A defect was discovered before long, 
however, which upset the entire arrangement. Some one declared 
positively that blue worsted worn as head gear denoted a time 
before noon, and not after the meridian. As blue worsted was in 
the original invoice for “Twenty minutes past three o’clock P. 
M.,” of course the whole character had to be abandoned. The 
session lasted some ten hours, and finally adjourned without com- 
ing to a satisfactory understanding. We append a portion of the 
list of characters suggested, and for which there appeared to be a 
recognised costume. 

Charter Oak. 

Brooklyn Ferry Boat. 

Eighteen Pence. 

Dandelion. 

Shipwreck on the Long Island Coast. 

Headache, consequent upon unrequited love. 

Treasury Note. 

Niagara. 

Mr. GorrscHaLx’s double Trills. 

Half-a-pint-of Fresh Tears. 

Sigh of a Simoom. 

German Language. 

New Laid Eggs. 

Unseen Star. 

Number 47. 

Tea Party. 

Wet Tuesday. 

Storm in Weathersfield, Connecticut. 

Storm in Hoboken, with dress suggestive of Christopher Street 
ferry in the distance. 

Sugar Almonds. 

Snapping Mottoes. 

A Yard of Pink Ribbon. 


—_— ———— 


“OLD SPORT” 


be 


THE OF THE “HERALD.” 


The following notice appears in an advertising column of last 
Tuesday’s Herald: 
SPORTING. 
HE EIGHTH ANNIVERSARY AND EXHIBITION OF THE SABBATH 
School of the Calvary Baptist Church will take place on Tuesday evening, 
Feb. 25 at 734 o’clock, in the church, Twenty-third street, between Fifth and 
Sixth aves. Admittance free, 

On reading the above, an unsophisticated stranger might 
naturally suppose that exhibitions of sparring or other athletic 
amusements are occasionally given in the ‘‘ Sabbath School of the 
Calvary Baptist Church,’’ and that the sanctuary itself is a taber- 
nacle of Muscular Christianity. We learn upon inquiry, how- 
ever, that the young man who does the cock-fights and Harryjen- 
nings business for the Herald changed places, for one day, with the 
religious young man of that paper, who wants to acquire some 
knowledge of ‘‘ life,’’ with which he has been so fascinated that 
he can think of nothing but ‘‘ Sporting” ever since his initiation. 
This, we believe, accounts for the caption under which the reli- 
gious announcement so oddly appears, though itis whispered about 
that the latter was written by the ‘* Old Sport” of the Herald, him- 
self, and that it contains a subtle reference to subterrene things. 


B ee 
The Dastard of Donelson. 


A knave unalloyed, 
Of all honor devoid, 
Who has always employed 
All his art to avoid 
Being in battle destroyed, 
And who runs like the cholera or varioloid, 
Is that gun-grabbing coward and miscreant Fioyp. 
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| prepared to ‘‘cure diseased limbs by contract.”’ 
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THE CARTE DE VISITE FEVER. 









































' * Boy.—‘'‘ Mrs. Pumpkins, THE NEW LODGER, SENDS HER COMPLIMENTS, SiR, AND WANTS 


} It is better to be Right than Bright. 


Josern A. Wariaut, of Indiana, has been 
appointed U. 8. Senator in place of Jessx D, 
Bricut. Although acuteness is a desirable 
quality, that it is better to be right than 
bright is evinced by the fact that if Bricnr 
had been Wricut, he would now be U. §. 
Senator. The lamented Henry Ctay 
declared that he ‘‘ would rather be right 
than be President,” (very flattering to 

Wricut, of course,) and, under his judg- 
| ment, it is to be hoped that Wricur, for his 
| 
' 


own sake, may remain content as he is, and 
never aspire to the Presidency. 





On the Watch’ 


| On Pennsylvania Avenue, Washington, 

| may be seen a long sign 

Sotprers WatTCHES. 

| Below is a smaller sign in which Soldiers 

| are affectionately requested to call in and 

| buy the cheapest watch, etc., etc., made ex- 

| pressly for Soldiers. ‘ 

Why they are more particularly recom- 
mended to Soldiers in preference to civilians 

we should like to know; is it because the 

’ sellers will warrant them Not to Run? 

| te. 

| Fieri Facias. 

The Rebel leaders affirm that they will 
burn their crops and houses as fast as the 
Yankees advance into the interior. Thus 
they ‘‘ fire the Southern heart,” and use the 
ashes in the manufacture of their Lye. 


as a" 





—_~_ 
A Fresh Tap. 

Tuomas S. Piaaor, editor of the Rebel 
sheet called the South has been arrested for 
treason. This is tapping secession at the 
Spigot. 











| TO ;KNOWUrF you can’? OBLEEGE HER WITH YER CARD DR VizaRD.”’ 





Ought to be Encouraged 


A certain electrical practitioner of this city announces that he is 
Now here are 
splendid opportunities daily arising for one such to test his skill. 
The Southern Limb, for example, unsound as it is, is already yield- 
ing to the Union batteries. Why might not the finishing touch be 
given to it with a Galvanic one? Then, if our electrician goes in 
for homeopathy, and believes that ‘ like cures like,”’ let him at 
once contract to cure our contractors, who, in the aggregate, con- 
stitute one of the ugliest and most fungose limbs upon the boly 
belligerent. There are certain Limbs of the Law, too—such as 
‘*Tombs Lawyers’’—the cauterizing which off the cuticle of the 
community would be a good deed. The contractor might contract 
everything but his limits, in fact; for neither in the Church, the 
Courts, the Legislature or the Public: Departments in general, can 
it be truthfully averred that there is any scarcity of corrupt mem- 
bers for him to practise on. 
op EEE ee 
A Brilliant Opening. 

We find the following advertisement in a newspaper : 

ANTED—A YOUNG MAN, of good address, with $150 to $200 to take an 
interest in the manufacture of & light article, in demand, affording a 
handsome profit. 

It is not generally known, but we know, for we know every- 
thing, that the above appeal comes from the office of The World. 
This accounts for the fact that the young man who is to manufac- 
ture the Light Article must pay $200 for the privilege. It is possi- 
ble that the Young Man may “ take an interest in the manufacture” 
of Light Articles, but whether the public will take an interest in 
reading them, is another matter. Our Heavy Man, who in com- 
parison with the writers in Zhe World, is an absolute Zephyr, has 
applied for the situation ; and considering that he really has Two 
Hundred Dollars, our private opinion is that he will be immediate- 
ly engaged. 


ncrnoesthalehtiiiti GS Bg 
A Quirk from Cockaigne. 
Q. In what respect does our modern Cincinnati remind one of 
the Bashan of ancient days ? 
A. 'Oa is king there. 





A THEOLOGICAL BEAST. 


As a general rule, Vanity Farr writes down a man who adver- 
tises for a wife, either as an ass or a scoundrel, or both, so far as 
the two characters are compatible. Imagine, therefore, the wrath, 
awful and intense which pervaded our bosom, on reading the fol- 
lowing, in a Boston newspaper : 

A PF ARRIAGE IN TRUE HIGH LIFE, A young man (appearance bonne e 
N belle assez) a recent graduate with honors of one of the first L niversities 
of New England, Theological course just completed, now at the head of a public 
institution near Boston, has sound health and a smill competency of about 
$9000 wishes to correspond, with a view to marriage, with some lady of equality, 
of musical talent and of deep piety. Please address till April, Box Boston, 
Mass. 





O what an insufferable ass is here' O what an ineffable prig 
this fellow must be! O what an extraordinary university, which 
showered its honors on this smirking, ogling, indecent blockhead ! 
O what a Theological School which made this disgusting coxcomb 
a Divine! O what a ‘‘ Public Iustitution’’ which calls this acepha- 
lous ninnyhammer its ‘‘ head!’’ His appearance is good, is it? 
Then his appearance does him great injustice. 
—sufficiently handsome, is he? Didn’t he mean to say “ self-suffi- 
ciently,” when his bad French broke down altogether? ‘* Bonne” 
and ‘‘ belle assez,” indeed ! 

And what, moreover, does this puppy mean bv ‘‘ True High 
Life ?’’ What does he know about it? About as much, we fancy, 
as he knows of ‘‘deep piety.’’ Why didn’t he say ‘‘skin-deep 
piety,” while he was about it? Heaven help the poor, unfortu- 
nate woman who should be deluded into calling him husband! 
It would take more than ‘‘ nine thousand dollars,” and more than 
ninety thousand dollars, to make him palatable; whereas, we do 
not believe that he has anything like nine thousand mills, and do 
fervently believe that he is in debt to his tailor. 

It is pretty evident to us that we, who are usually so serene, are 
losing our temper. So we will content ourselves with expressing 
the hope, that this beast may get more than he expects—that the 
woman who marries him may turn out a shrew with a talent for 
talking and another talent for spending the ‘‘ nine thousand dol- 
lars’’ (if he has them) with incaiculable velocity. 








He is ‘ belle assez’ * 
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HORSE, FOOT, AND ARTILLERY. 


OMEBODY has 
lately been exhibit- 
ing a gun worked 
by means ofa 
crank, on the sim- 
ple 
those useful acces- 
sories the churn 
and the washing- 
machine. As long 
as the handle is 
kept turning, a con- 
tinuous hail of shot 
is discharged from 
the gun, which 
- thus combines the 
character of the 
Mangle with those 
of the more innocu- 
ous articles above 
mentioned. Out 
of this a suggestion 

RS AA Nas arises. It is this. 
There is a certain class of industrials in our large cities—chiefly in 
New York—whose occupation admirably fits them for working a 
gun or any other engine set going by means of a revolving handle ; 
and this class happens to be one that, of all others, could perhaps 
best be spared from our midst. We allude to the organ-grinders, 
whose good right hands have ever been foremost in the work of 
Revolution, and might now render able assistance in crushing out 
Rebellion from the land. If ‘‘one govd turn deserves another,”’ 
it would be a fair illustration of the principle to promote these 
wandering Bohemians from the organ-handle to the crank of the 
washing-machine cannon, to which a music-barrel might be 
attached, heavily charged with ‘‘ Hail Columbia” and other airs 
appropriate to the discharge of grape-shot. 

The revival of armor seems to be attracting some attention 
among military men and manufacturers of war trappings. We 
have already alluded to the bullet-proof vest. ‘This is likely to be 
soon matched with pantaloons made out of watch-spring cloth, 
which is not only proof against every kind of small projectiles and 
edged weapons, but gives great buoyancy to the wearer. A regi- 
ment clad in watch-spring cloth can be wound up to go for any 
length of time, in any given direction, and at any rate of speed. 
The notion is by no means new, but merely a revival of the old 
clothes mentioned by Sawpor, who tell us that the commander of a 
regiment thus equipped was called the Captain of the Watch ; and it 
also appears, from many old books and engravings, that our ances- 
tors wore Clocks upon their stockings. As yet the watch-spring 
nniform is far from perfect, and some modification—such as making 
it half wool—wili be required before it can be adopted with perfect 
safety to the wearer. For instance, the Editor of the Tribune, so 
famous for his efforts in the cause of humanity, invested himself in 
a full suit of watch-spring flannel a few days since, for the purpose 
of testing it against the Stevens Rattery. With his usual firmness 
of purpose, he insisted upon winding himself up, but forgot to 
graduate and give proper direction to the motive power, which 
immediately took him away with great velocity in a course due 
North. When last seen he was still northing at a tremendous 
pace, every now and then shouting ‘‘ Onward to Richmond!” in 
a voice slightly hoarse from repetition. 
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OUR ZOOLOGICAL RECREATIONS. 
Mercurius Diurnus.—Cuvier. Fabulator Maximus.— Buffon. 


This animal, commonly known as The Newspaper Reporter is 
found in all large cities, and fine specimens may at any time be 
observed in Printing House Square. An inferior (Fabulator Rusti- 
cus) has been noticed in the rural districts where it shows an insatia- 
ble passion for large pumpkins, and for old ladies who have com- 
pleted their hundreth year. The Reporter, however, is only in its 
element, in the midst of urban bustle, noise, crime, wickedness, 
suicide, murders, forgeries, defalcations, elections, and the Anniver- 
sary Week. It is adeadly enemy to the Coroner (Caedis Quaesitor) 
and to the Street Inspector (Dux Viarum.) and misses no oppor- 
tunity of revenging itself upon the mudidles of the one, and the 
mud of the other. It is also, usually, in hot water, with the 
Managing Editor (Zditor Editus) who continually asks it not to spread 
itself, and to take more care of its grammar; and who is con- 
tinually disappointed ; and is always having his breakfast spoiled 
by reading his own newspaper. For it must be noticed that if the 
Fabulator Maximus has a passion in the world, it is for fine writing ; 





principle of 


| and for spreading itself when it has an opportunity, which is 


usually after midnight, when the Manager has gone home. It is 
then that this animal revels in a surfeit of bad grammar and bom- 
bast. It is then that it composes those miraculous weather- 


paragraphs which have cast a golden halo about the thermometer. 
It is then that it informs the public, that the Great Tragedian, 
Mucerns is making, has made, or will make, an enormous sensation 
—that he has the versatility of Garrick, the dignity of Kempe, 
the fire of Kean, the classicality of Macreapy, and the voice of 
Gustavus Brooke. It is then that it announces for the thousandth 
time, that you can buy a hat of Geniy, which you undoubtedly can 
do, if you have the money to pay for it. It is then that milliners, 
grocers, tailors and eating-house keepers come in for the puff direct 
or the puff oblique. It is then that extremely fine articles on New 
Year’s day and the twenty-second of February,are sent up and set 
up. It is then—but enough ! 

The Fabulator Maximus takes its nigging regularly at ten o'clock 
and thirty minutes, A. M,, from the Manager, whose breakfast 
has been spoiled as aforesaid, and who comes down town in a high, 
autocratic and impetuous frame of mind. He summons with a 
loud voice, the peccant Reporter to enter the Sanctum Sanctorum. 
Then its grammatical errors are pointed out with ferocious polite- 
ners, and it receives a vigorous intimation that it had better be 
looking out for another situation. But these agitating interviews 
rarely result in anything. The Fubulator Maximus is penitent—the 
stern Manager relents—and things go on much as before. 

But if there be anything more palatable to this animal than 
anofher, it is what is called Rumor. There is no story too absurd 
for it to swallow, always provided it be sweetened with ‘‘ On Drr.” 
Thus, the creature is particularly in its element, when it can write : 

On Dit, that the Rev. Dr. Penrateucn has eloped with the amiable, 
beautiful and accomplished wife of his Churchwarden. 

On Dit, that a marriage is on the tapis between Miss Camitzia, 
the graceful actress at Watack’s, and Mr. Txonpsrpotr, the 
admirable tragedian at Laura Keenn’s Theatre. 

On Dit, that a well known Merchant in William Street is about 
to fail for Two Hundred and Sixty Three Thousand Dollars, and 
Thirty Seven and One Half Cents. 

On Dit, that President Lincotn has ordered a complete suit of 
clothes of Mr. Taps, the popular and artistic tailor at 911, Broad- 
way. 

When the Reporter, however, can have a regular shrouded-in- 
inexplicable-mystery murder, it comes out the strongest. ‘It is 
estimated that the great Bond Street Murder was as good as 10,000 
pots of beer to the Reporter. It is clear that a murder presents 
finer opportunities for reporting, than can be expected from any 
other event. You describe the remains. You describe the house 
in which the remains were found. You describe the street in 
which stands the house in which the remains were found. You 
describe all the people who live in the street in which stands the 
house in which the remains were found. You describe all the 
relations of all the people who live in the street in which stands 
the house in which the remains were found. The columns of the 
newspaper are given up to you, and you receive au absolute carte 
blanche in respect of wood cuts. You are allowed to publish maps 
of the murderous ward. You go to the inquest—you go to see the 
prisoner in the Tombs, and report his conversation—you go to see 
the prisoner’s aunt, and report her conversation—you go to the 
trial and report all the squabbles of the lawyers—you go to hear the 
convict sentenced, and report that he seemed agitated, or didn’t 
seem agitated—you go to see him hung and report that he was 
unmistakably agitated. Then you take a little beer, and Jook out 
for a new murder. 

It must be admitted that notwithstanding the solace of beer, 
pipes and Cash Down on Saturday, the Fuabulator Maximus has a 
hard time of it. Sometimes a hatter on one of the Avenues gives 
it a hat—but what permanent consolation is that. It has the run 
of all the theatres, nntil it is sick of the sight of a proscenium. It 
is beset for puffs which it isn’t in its power to give and it is way- 
laid by Aldermen of the disreputable variety who insists that it 
commands columns over which it has not the leastcontrol. It has 
but one consolation. It can, now and then, display its admirable 
command over the English Language, in its newspaper. What if 
it does get a blowing upin the morning? The worst they can do 
is to ‘‘ dead’’ it in the Second Edition 


>_> 


General Nomenclature. 


Terrible confusion pervades the: telegram and the ‘‘ special let 
ter,’ of late, owing to coincidences in names of leaders on both 
sides in this war. The greatest ‘‘mull’’ we have yet heard of, 
though, arising from this; was that perpetrated by the correspond- 
ent who assumed that General Hooker's Division meant Froyp’s, 





and had reference to a division of punder. 


































VANITY FAIR. 





MARCH 8, 1862, 








7 


we 


aD > 
4. Ct 
% 


it 
hilt 


: 


ZB 
a 
—_— — 


Sy 


ZZ 


i 


"+ 


U2 

Ub: 
iA 
i 7 


ard 
Yy 


ZZ 





SSS 


RS 


ee 
ae II III OT 


Ws ws 


HORSE-CAR SOLICITUDE, 
Conductor.—“ Don’t sump Sir! 
THROUGH A WINDOW, THE LINE WOULD HAVE TO PAY FoR IT! 








KATONAH. 


“ The difficulty in this case, (the Katonah Post Office) arises from a political 
effort .to remove Mr, BEvEpDict, who was appointed by Judge Bxair himself, on 
the nomination of a large number of gentlemen, in September last, and put in 
his place Mr. Warr.ock,.a shopkeeper who sells liquor. The women of the 
neighberhood, with great unanimity have earnestly protested against the 
change.”’—Z. Post. 


What signify the nation’s pangs, 

The fierce Congressional harangues, 

The stunning shouts, the booms, the bangs, 

When such a war-cloud o’er thee hangs, 
Katonan? 


Can Westchester behold thy strife 
(Although there’s yet no loss of life,) 
And not unsheath her carving-knife 
For Temperance and the temperate wife, 
Katonan ? 


Shall good Postmaster Beneprct, 

Whose views of drink are very strict, 

Bow to relentless Biarr’s edict, 

And “ out” by liquorish Warr. be kicked,’ 
Katonau ? 


Will your brave citizens agree 

To favor such a wretch as he, 

Because your Brnepicr, so free, 

Once didn’t vote for Hateut, M. C., 
Katonan ? 


Shall corresponding wives and maids 
Let fathers frequent Wurriock’s shades 
And turn to jolly, roystering blades, 
When Wuirtock’s syren voice persuades, 
Karonau ¢ 


Shall even Rozertson, the Judge, 
Make temperate Benxpicr’s townsmen budge 








‘ 


SS. 


Iv you WAS TO CARRY AWAY A LAMP-POST OR 


NOW, GOOD PUBLIC, TAKE CARE 


Mr. Sranton’s ukase is a very fine thing 
in its way. His valiant and patriotic hand 
is just where it ought to be, on the mouth 
of the tell-tale press. But we imagine that 
it bodes no good to our admirers the public, 
and for reasons. To begin with, the editors 
will lie to oblige the Secretary of War ina 
manner most frightful to behold. When all 
is really ‘‘ quiet along the Potomac” we 
shall find the dailies giving details of a terrific 
encounter between the two opposing grand 
armies. The Herald will see that Braurs- 
GARD is well whipped at Manassas every two 
days until the official bulletin announces the 
fact. 

The Tribune will insist that Washington 
is not only besieged, but taken—like a dose 
of homeopathic medicine—at a gulp. The 
World will march General Burnsrpe’s Fleet 
across lots to Richmond—the General and 
soldiers dragging a vessel apiece by its port- 
anchor cable. The Zimes will scare up 
thousands of ‘‘ Reliable Gentlemen’’ from 
Alabama, Louisiana, and Mississippi, and 
furnish as splendid an assortment of lies as 
was ever offered for two cents. BraurEGARD 
will have the measles, Jounson the mumps, 
Jerr Davis will teethe, SrerHens will waste 
away all but his pantaloons, and cork-legged 
F.oyp will run forever. We may get reports 
in the evening papers that Joun Brown is 
marching off instead of on ; that Hoboken 
is to be bombarded ; that eighteen perce is 
worth two shillings in Wall Street—with 
map of the street, and diagrams of all the 
old gentlemen who have bank accounts init ; 
and that Mr. Linconn having crushed the 
great rebellion is busy stamping on it with 
his great big boots. 

The public had better watch those editors 
closely. 
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Because he’s given Barr a nudge 
Or a wink, or a ‘‘ threat?” Tut! nonsense! fudge! 
Katonau ! 


Tis only since September last 

Your friend’s enjoyed his luck so vast : 

Stick to him till the storm be past, 

And make old Wurr.ock stand aghast, 
Katona ? 


VANITY FAIR TO THE KING OF SIAM. 


Sme,—In the name of the American People we thank you for 
the generous offer made by you to our Chief Magistrate—namely, 
to furnish the Government of the United States with a supply of 
wild elephants for the purpose of stocking their forests and swamps. 
At the same time, however, we most respectfully decline to have 
anything to do with the proffered tuskers, for the following reasons. 

1. The sight of the elephant has already proved too much for 
many of our young men. Were there more elephant in propor- 
tion to our population than we have at present, the effects might 
be disastrous indeed. 

2. Did we accept the magnificent offer of Your Majesty, we 
should probably have some Oriental Prince down upon us with a 
ship-load of tigers, the pugnacious propensities of our young men 
with regard to conflicting with that animal being a bvy-word even 
in the remote East. We cannot afford to have more tiger in pro- 
portion to our population. It wouldn’t pay. 

In thus deciding, however, we will express a wish that the 
shadows of Your Majesty’s elephants may so increase from day to 
day that a couple of them will make a good trunk-full. 

Accept our distinguished consideration. 

Hannity Fair. 





Suggestive. 
We wonder whether the following idea ever occurred to the 
Emperor of the French, amid his intrigues with regard to providing 





Mexico with a European Sovereign. 
Mexico is spelt ‘‘Mexique,’’ in French, and it is pronounced 
‘**Make Sick.’’ That's the idea. 
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THE NEPHEW 


How cunnincry Lovuts NapoLEON KEEPS THAT OLD DAGGER OUT OF SIGHT WHILE HE DALLIES WITH BrITANNIA 
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ABOUT RAISING THE BLocKaDE ! 
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CONFESSIONS OF AN 
Il. 


There being no Asylum for lunatic horses, our friend Sat 
was permitted to remain among us. We hada also an idiot horse, 
who gibbcred incessantly and worried the nervous ones half to 
death. It was generally conceded that Sa’s lunacy was chiefly a 
sort of delirium tremens, produced by the brandy with which her 
driver used to dose her copiously asa medicine. He often declared 
that he conversed with ghostly steeds who occupied a tract of 
country beyond the Palisactes and pale of civilization. The idiot’s 
name was Squas. Of course he did not amount to much—but few 
idiots do. A third notoriety in our stable was a horse that had 
served in both the Revolutionary war and that of 1812—15. This 
creature Kippenprown styled miscellaneously ’ForE-THE-FLOQD, 
Dappy Ancient, Hart Cotumpta, and OLp NINE-MILES-A- MINUTE. 

The latter appellation was most in vogue, being deemed so appro- 
priate, since he seldom accomplished nine yards in that space of 
time. Nuve-Mizes had been a bit of a racer as well as soldier in 
his time, and had acquired certain evil race-track habits, such as 
swearing, betting, and for aught I knew pocket-book dropping. 
Like all veterans he used to bore us with incidents of battle. Of 
course he once belonged to General Georgz Wasnincron—all 
negroes and horses over sixty three did. When any one disputed 
his statements, he immediately offered to back up his assertions in 
the Old Sport style, by betting suppers for the party at TATTERSALL’s 
or the Chelsea stables. 

Once [asked him how it was about little Gzorcx and that hatchet 
and the old gentleman’s pear-tree, whereupon he denounced me as 
atraitor to the constitution and a reviler of the Declaration of 
Independence. This was depressing 1 must own, but failed to 
carry conviction enough to my'mind to cause a change of political 
opinions. It may astonish the casual reader when I say that every 
omnibus horse resembles the Mariner’s compass, because of his 
Points. : 

(N. B. This little effort is not wholly original with me—it 
having been got off after dinner, one fine summer’s day, by a horse 
who was once employed by the late lamente] Joseph Mituzr, Esq. 

Honcr cur honcr est. 
(Pretty-nearly-played-out-old-proverb.) Yes, no matter in what 
stage of mental or physical decay a ’Bus critter may be, he still 
maintains his points. ‘Turfmen will readily comprehend that such 
things are an advantage. From what has been so far related it 
will be seen that the conspicuous points belonging to the animals 
described were delirium tremens, first class idiocy, and blowing—i. e. 
self-praise. It would take fifteen years exactly to give details 
regarding the salient features of the entire complement of horses 
owned by the stage people—and as I have not fifteen years to spare 
I must beg off from enumerating them. Suffice it to say that Krr- 
PENBROWN kept fifty eight horses or parts of horses—chiefly the 
latter. They were colored to suit the most capricious tastes of any 
number of drivers. Some weré cream-colored, some blue, some 
pea-green, some pink, some orange with scarlet manes and tails, 

some slate colored, and one was endowed with a coat exactly like 
a sheet of Gowanus heat lightning or a couple of yards of Merrram’s 
Aurora Borealis. Hiccoughs were as fashionable among us as 
measles in Mackerelville, or domestic infelicity in first circles. 
Besides ouridiot and lunatic, we counted up a hypochondriac, and 
a monomaniac, as well as a dozen semi-blind, nine deaf and several 
beasts variously affected. The monomaniac used to give lectures— 
his subject being invariably the establishment of a horse police to 
protect the community from the brutality of drivers and hostlers. 

He also advocated the abolition of drivers altogether, and whén 
asked how this was to be accomplished unfolded a scheme for 
getting them to colonize in the Park, start a republic, and wage a 
war against the folks who occupy the offices in the City Hall. 

Perhaps our most agreeable companion was a mare of sweet six- 
teen, named Canary. She pretended to be possessed of consider- 
able voice and often threatened to appear at the Astor Place opera 
house. Her main ‘obstacle to success was that she was always 
Horse. 

Her husky tones were her best, although she prided herself on 
the ease with which she vaulted over au upper E flat. Going 
down Broadway she invariably sang a few staves that were loud 
enough to have disturbed the slumbers of the residents of Albany. 
This regularly caused an altercation between herself and driver, 
and the highest words known to any dictionary would pass between 
them. From singing, Canary naturally took to screaming and 
yelling, and so frightful were her performances in this way that 
on several occasions the bodies of some five or six venerable ladies 
aad gentlemen were found lying about on the omnibus floor—the 
unfortunate passengers having been terrified into fits. Krppen- 
BROWN offered to have Canary’s throat stuffed with limestone, but 
they never did it. I think she was finally sold to the owners of 


OMNIBUS HORSE. 
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the Day Steamboat line between this city and Albany, and that 
these people fitted her up on the hurricane deck of the Armenia, 
changing her name for private reasons, to Cattiops. Her ‘‘ Pop 
goes the weasel’’—with emphatic ‘‘ pop’’—‘' Star Spangled Ban- 
ner,’’ “Red, White and Blue,” and ‘‘ Yankee Doodle’ are familiar 
to all travellers and sojourners along the Hudson. Next to that 
of a whistling dog, her vocalization is the finest I have ever heard. 


= ‘ 
THE CONFEDERATE CARNIVAL. 
RICHMOND, FEB. 22, 1862. 
Arr :—Burial of Sir John Moore. 


Not a shout was heard, not a joyous laugh, 
As poor Jerr to the platform they hurried, 

For the chivalry knew by the telegraph 
What in Tennessee had occur-red. 


They swore him in, while he inly swore— 
The foam from his lank jaws churning, 

And a noose seemed dangling his eyes before, 
With his effigy ’neath it turning. 


He thought how the foe, in the far Southwest, 
Had haunted his sleepless Putiow, 

And how Froyp cf the white-+koose-feather crest, 
Had been Footed o’er dale and hill oh! 


The inaugural job was scarce half way done 
When the concourse with dread was shaken ; 
For a message was brought by some son of a gun 

That Nashville alas! was taken. , 


Loudly Jerr groaned o’er the city gone, 
And the people with questions bored him, 

Till they saw by the way he maundered on 
That the terrible news had floored him. 


Only the man of the Richmond Whig 
Was cruel enough to upbraid him, 
sut he said right out, the ungenerous pig ! 
‘¢ Jerr had ruined the people who made him !” 


Sadly the mournful mummery passed, 
Amid pitiful lamentations, 

And no gleam of hope cheered the first and last 
Of Secession inaugurations. 


Soon thank God! we shall see the end 
Of Rebellion’s demon story, 
And the Union Stars, as at first they rose, 
Shall shine atone in their glory! 
> - 
LETTER FROM THE EMPEROR WILYTONGUE. 
To THE Hon. Toapy Snicarns, or Litre Peppiraton. 


Having been informed some time since that a letter from the 
Emperor Wityronaug had been received by our eloquent friend 
SnicGins, in acknowledgement of a patent gas balloon let off at 
Little Peddlington when the Prince Nosgasour stopped there to 
dine, we expressed to Mr. Syicars a desire to have a copy of the 
letter for publication. With this request Mr. Snicarys has, with 
characteristic reluctance complied, yielding these scruples which 
commonly prevent gentlemen from publishing their private cor- 
respondence, to the reflection that a letter from such a source and 
of such a nature, must possess an interest for all mankind, and was 
probably intended for the press. We present the following trans- 
lation of the letter : 

‘*Patace Dousierace, Nov. 24. 1861. 

Sir :—I have examined with lively interest your patent gas 
balloon, let off while my relative, the Prince ‘Noseaxovur, was 
dining at Little Peddlington. It is a fine balloon, and the gas is 
a gas of excellent quality. Iam delighted that you sent me this 
effluvious work, and also to observe that our respective countries 
are alike amenable to the gaseous influence. It is a happy fact ; 
for how otherwise would it be possible for great persons to mount 
aloft? Iam also particularly pleased with those complimentary 
allusions to the departed grandeur of my family, with which your 
charming balloon is ornamented. Receive therefore my sincere 
thanks, and be pleased to make my acknowledgements to your 
honorable fellow citizen, Dr. Trrerr, for his fine kite, so well 
supplied with bobs, The Toadeater. Believe, sir, in my distin- 
guished consideration. 


(Signed) WILYTONGUE. 
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MINING STOCKS MUST BE DOWN. 
Waiter .—‘‘ Dip you say VeGerasie Soup, Sir ?’’ 


Grouty old Gent.—‘* Or course I sain VecEeTaBLe Soup !—Dip you Tarnx I wanTeD 


M1nERAL Soup, YOU FEEBLE-MINDED IDIOT ?’’ 


A Catch. 


(OR, IF NOT A CATCH AT PRESENT, SOON TO BE 
ONE. ) 


Price—Price—Price, 

Price—Price—Price, 

Price—Price—Price. 

See how he runs! 

See how he runs! 

See how he runs ! 
He runs from the weapons of manly strife, 
The bayonet, sabre and bowie knife, 
And gives leg bail for his limbs and life ; 

See how he runs ! 

dees eee ‘. 
Something for Professor Agassiz. 


It has lately been stated that a number of 
Torpedoes have been captured In the Savan- 
nah River. Our Cockney man says he 
should not wonder so much to hear of Elec- 
tric Heels being found there, as the Rebels 
have shown Heels generally than which no 
lightning could be quicker. Perhaps Pro- 
fessor AGassiz will be so good as to enlighten 
us upon the subject. 





A Luciferous View of It. 


Speaking of the illumination of public 
buildings on the anniversary of Wasuinc- 
ton’s birth-day, VAnity Farr grieves that, 
notwithstanding the President’s proclama- 
tion recommending that the day should be 
devoted to *‘ public solemnities,” the people 
seemed generally disposed to make Light of 
it. 

ee 


A Case tor Military Chaplains. 


There must have beer swearing among 
the prisoners taken at Fort Donelson, for 
report says that when they found they were 
to be sent North, many were ready to take 
any oath. 











OUR WAR CORRESPONDENCE. 
Letrer From Mc Arong. 
Fort Donztson, 29th, Feb. 


Dear Vanity :—The newspapers are so full of my praises and 
exploits that it really seems a work of supererogation for me to 
write anything about the taking of this work. 

I should not have said a word of it, had not the Tribune, Times, 
and Herald, evinced a disposition to ignore the hero to whom the 
greenest laurels are obviously due. 

The Tribune, in order to give its customary little nasty fling at 
McCretian, awards my friend Sranron all the credit, and says he 
took Fort Donelson.... 

The Times, to hurt the Tribune's feelings, says that McCieLian 
took it.... 

The Herald, misjudging as usual, says that Hauieck took it..... 

It remains for you, then, my dear Vanity, to aunounce the 
truth*::- 

I took it. 

Aye, this broad right hand, that now deftly wields the intel- 
lectual pen, has slewed its thousands, and has planted the Old Flag 
upon the boasted bastions of this redoubtable redoubt.... 

I swear it. 

Unaided, save by my gallant army....unarmed, save with such 
weapons as soldiers use. ...I scaled the batteries, charged the ram- 
parts, breached the intrenchments, shelled out the fascines, and 
surrounded the magazines ! 

Roanoke Island. ...about which nothing is yet known. ...was a 
fool to it.... 

The resistance of the Rebels would have been much stouter if 
they had fought better. ... 

There would have been many more to defend the fort if they had 
not run away.... 

That was all along of Froyp.... 

Do you know Fioyp? 

He had command of an outwork, with five thousand men and a 
good armament... . 

But all men have their peculiarities. 


! Fioyp’s passion is for a 
whole skin. 


Wounds and injuries are inimical to his well-being. 





He is not bullet-proof. ...and bullets were very plentiful around 
his post. ...so he left his post.... 

Left it in the night....stole quietly away. 
may say sneaked away. 

But then, consider his profession. . . . 

All thieves do that sort of thing. 

When I found that Froyp didn’t want his outpost any longer, I 
took it, and worked it right merrily. 

There were multitudinous seas incarnadined. 

We found no valuables in the place... . 

Fioyp had been there. 

The report is unfounded, that the Rebels showed the black flag 
...-it was the White Feather. 

General Buckner finally sent me this note, by the penny post : 


Dowretson, Sunday. 
Dear Mac :—As your troops are evidently routed and beaten 
terrifically, what terms of capitulation canI have? Buckner. 


I replied as follows : 


In point of fact, I 


Berore Donrison, Sunday. 
Dear Buck :—Uncondish surrender. 
Mc Arone. 


He returned word that the terms were entirely satisfactory ; the 
Rebel flag was instantly hauled down, and Buckner delivered up 
his sword.... 

He was pretty drunk. 

We took 150,000 prisoners, and would have taken more if they 
had been where we could get them. 

Of the five Generals taken, one had left before the fight ; another 
has not yet arrived, and a third wasn’t there at all. 

The fourth was another man....a minor officer. 

The other is Buckner. 

I shall hang him ; partly for example’s sake ; partly for fun. 

Then I shall go to Gnashville. 

I am around.... 

Expect news shortly. ... 

Believe nothing in the daily papers.... 

Believe me.... 


As ever, very truly yours.... Mc ARoNE. 


——_—$—$$—— 
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SAUCE FOR GEESE. 


Sanguine persons expected that this hot wat built up around us 
would have had a good effect upon our social arrangements, by 
cauterizing off certain excrescences that are neither useful nor 
ornamental. To some extent such improvement has taken place, 
the war drainage having carried off a great quantity of unwhole- 
some element. But as the lowest rowdy class becomes ‘ small by 
degrees,’ other pernicious influences are springing up. There is 
one very large combination, for instance, to which we will give 
the name of *‘ The Pernicious Petitioners Association ,’’ the mem- 
bers of which are all actuated by an insane desire to be appointed 
to some nice, easy. military office, such as that of Brigadier General. 
The qualifications of these military aspirants are based, for 
the most part, upon their disqualifications. Broken grocers are 
among them by hundreds. Broken gamblers abound. Broken noses 
and knuckles crowd in at the door out of which military prefer- 
ment is expected to walk. Broken brokers are prominent in the 
turmoil; and the feature of the whole array is, in fact, that every 
member of it seems to be ‘‘ dead broke,” and therefore, in his own 
opinion, fully qualified for the discharge of any kind of military 
duty except fighting and other hard work. 

Letter-writing is the lever used by these near connections of the 
Gorilla to lift themselves out of the mud into which many of 
them have been absorbed by Sloth and Rum—two powerful pre- 
cipitators. We have lately observed in the daily papers a para- 
graph stating that the veteran soldier, General W INFIELD Scorr, 
has been so pestered by place-hunting petitioners, since his return 
to his native country, as to be compelled to request a cessation of 
their favors by notice through:the public press. Were General 
Scorr only a Member of Congress this would not, of course, be a 
note for our sympathy to respond to; but, under the cireum- 
stances, we consider it our duty to keep a very thick stick in a 
very strong pickle for the backs of all such bores and bull-beggars 
as the General’s ‘‘ special war-correspondents.”’ 








Black, versus White. 


When men have a habit of putting things well, 
(To say it is Lying, would not be polite, ) 
They color the truth so in all that they tell, 
They sometimes convince us that black, sirs, is white! 


Some great Rebel Generals have done so of late, 
Grim, terrible fellows, the minions of Fate ; 

They hoisted black flags, till our troops came in sight, 
Then by some hocus pocus the black flags were white ! 








A HINT TO POETS. 
SaOWLNG HOW TO MAKE A War Sona. 
I. 


The air is glad with bannered life 
And gay with pomp of stripes and stars ! 
(Here, for the rhyme, you'll mention ‘“‘ strife,’’ 
And happily allude to ‘‘ Mars.’’) 
A nation musters to the field, 
Truth to maintain and wrong to right ! 
(Here promise that the foe shall yield, 
And promise it with all your might.) 


if. 
Rebellion rears its rampant head, 
And Hate lets loose the dogs of war, 
. (Here speak ‘about the ‘gory bed”’ 
Where heroes are provided for. ) 
But while the hearts of freemen beat, 
And while their hands can wield the sword — 
(Describe them pouring ‘‘ leaden sleet,” 
And falling on the * traitor horde.”) 


Ill. 


Gop’s lightning rifts the battle’s gloom ! 

The souls of heroes lead us on ! 
(Here touch on Vernon’s sacred tomb, 

And bones of glorious WasurncrTon.) 
The listening nations hold their breath, 

And guardian angels throng the sky — 
(Here talk of ‘‘ Liberty or Death,’’ 

And say ‘* we conquer or we die.’’) 

Iv. 
The destinies of all the race 

Hang on the issue of the hour; 
(Here give considerable space 

To sneers at royal pomp and power.) 
For in the West is Freedom’s star, 

And in the West is Freedom's crown ; 
(Here say that sceptres near and far, 
As also thrones, must tumble down.) 
v. 
For, face to face and hand to hand, 

We'll beat the dastard traitors back ; 
(Allude here to ‘‘ our native land,” 

And, by the way, to ‘‘ glory’s track.’’) 
Till once again from sea to sea 

Our starry Flag shall proudly fly ! 
(Here swell ‘‘ the anthem of the free,’’ 
And don’t forget to swell it high.) 
VI. 
And when at last the foot of Truth 

Has crushed Rebellion’s serpent head, 
(Here someway you must speak of ‘ youth,” 

Though any rhyme will do instead.) 
She’ll hurl her lightning from the sun 

And break the chains of all the world! 
(And that will do—for all is done 

When once the lightning’s safely hurled.) 
Only too True 


Professor Acassiz, in his lecture at Irving Hall the other night, 
said in reference to some extinct types that ‘‘ corresponding 
animals exist at the present time.’’ We are sorry to say that they 
do, and with reference, moreover, to types that are by no means 
extinct, as anybody must know who reads up the “ special war cor- 
respondence’’ of journals on both sides of the Atlantic. Should 
any future investigator of ‘‘ Fossil Footsteps” publish the results of 
his observations on those of the ‘‘ corresponding animals’ of this 
our period, he might very appropriately introduce his volumes to 
the public by some such title as ‘* Footsteps of the Father of Lies.”’ 

_> — 


Spicy 


One philosopher avers that ‘‘ variety is the spice of life ;"’ while 
another volunteers his opinion that ‘‘ women are the spice of life.” 
The latter, we think, is entitled to some consideration, on the 
ground that the Secessionist ladies imprisoned in Uncle Sam's 
‘* stone jugs’ are supposed to be All Spies 
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ALL ALONG OF HACKLEY! 


“SHAY, OLEFELLER! Wuen [| se sUsH CROOKED SHTREETS, SAYS 
HAVIN’ CONTRACTOR ?”’ , 


A Philadelphia Winter. 


They must have had a long Winter season 
of it at Philadelphia, judging from the fol- 
lowing item of ‘‘ Theatrical,’ culled from 
the Presz of that city : 


The theatres have not been doing worse this win- 
ter than heretofore, a fact unaccountable to sundry 
people. The Williamses took five thousand dollars, 
in as many weeks, at the Walnut. 


This was rather hard upon “the Wil- 
liamses,’’ being, as the reader can see by 
scrutinizing the above extract carefully, at 
the rate of exactly one dollar per week 
between Barney and better-half, who must 
be pretty well played out now that they 
have just played out an engagement of five 
thousand weeks at Philadelphia. 





Pillow’s tactics in a Nutshell. 


Cut your ditch inside your ramparts. It 
will thus be concealed from the enemy, 
who rushing in blind fury over the out- 
works willl be sure to fall into it. An exter- 
nal fosse is a fossil idea. In manceuvring 
for choice of ground, try to secure a slope. 
To avoid being scattered by the enemy, scat- 
ter before he comes up. During a battle, 
the Commander’s place is in the rear ; on a 
retreat in the van. Prudence is the better 
part of valor ; therefore before resolving to 
defend your post consult your pillow. 








Cheering from the South. 


In evidence of the Union sentiment at the 
South, it may be stated that, of six thousand 
prisoners brought to Cairo from the Cumber- 
land river, all were in Transports. 











COCK-A-DOODLE-DO-0-0! 


The Southern press, when on the rampage, is remarkable for its 
roaring rhetoric. 

At present its Ebenezer is up to the highest notch compatible 
with the safety of its hyperbolic boiler. 

The Richmond Dispatch and the Richmond Enquirer, for exam- 
ple, carry at least fifty pounds of metaphoric steam to the square 
inch, and are liable to burst at any moment. 

Their blare is eminently calculated to “ provoke the silent dust” 
of the great rhetorician of that name, and their syntax is of such a 
nature that were Lindley Murray alive, he would never consent to 
parse it over in silence. 

To speak tersely, their figures are false, and their English, how- 
ever boastful, by no means what a Northern school-boy would con- 
sider * bully.” 

Take, for example, the following imaginative firework from the 
Richmond Dispatch of the 19th ultimo : 

The glorivas valor of our troops at Fort Donelson is not dimmed in the slight- 
est degree by their inability to hold their ground against overwhelming odds ; 
but, on the contrary, shines through the black clouds of disaster with a radi- 
ance which will kindle the whole South into a blaze, and surround their own 
names with a halo of imperishable venom. 


‘A halo of imperishable venom”’ is neat but not lucid. Is it a 
nimbus of rattle-snakes—a ‘‘ glory’’ of cobra-di-capellos—a light 
spray ba prussic acid—a bandeau of bromine—or a circlet of centi- 
pedes 

However pernicious and abominable the “ halo’’ may be, the 
North can have no objection to it, since, according to the gram- 
matical construction of the sentence, it is applied exclusively to 
the South—where we are free to say it most righteously belongs. 

The Richmond Enquirer of the same date goes whistling through 
the churchyard of Secession after this fashion: 


Let us stimulate each other’s courage, and emulate each other’s zeal! If one 
man falls, let two step forward to take his place! This fight must be redeemed. 
We will have the victory ! 


Such advice is much needed by the Chivalry. At present they 
‘*emulate each other’s zeal’’ in laying down their arms and taking 


to their legs. When they ought to “ go in,” they ‘ put out”; but — 





however much they may be put out, they are rarely in the humor 
to ‘‘goin.’’ If one man falls, instead of two stepping forward, a 
hundred immediately fall back. It is submitted that a fight—or 
to speak more correctly, a flight—cannot be redeemed in that way. 
It is all very well to say, “we will have a victory”; but when 
sauve qui peut is the military ‘‘ order of the day,’’ who's to do it? 
It is not without reason that the Secession papers boast of the su- 
periority of the Southern race. For some weeks past it has been 
the fastest race on record. Meekly hoping that our running com- 
mentaries on the ‘‘ great Southern movement” will not be consid- 
ered impertinent, we refer our readers for the further doings of the 
South, to the cock-a-doodle-do-ings of the Richmond Editors. 





OUR BOOK REVIEW. 

Tue Resection Recorp: parts 9. 10. 11.12 and 13. Mowry 
Eprrion. Intusrratep. New York: G. P. Purnam, 532 Broap- 
Way. 

The Record thrives if the Rebellion does not. V. I. hopes they 
may both meet with the success they deserve. _ 

Tue Brancn: A SACRED POEM, AND OTHER POEMS. PHILADELPHIA : 
James Cuatten & Son. 1862: For sate iN New York sy 
Sueipon & Co. 

A volume of poems which we have no doubt will meet with 
many admirers among the author's intimate friends. 
Marcaret Howrn. A srory or To-Day. Boston: Ticxnor & 

Fieitps. 1862. For sate in New York sy Sucrpon & Co. 

A reprint from the Atlantic Monthly, where it has been a leading 
feature for some months. As a specimen of vigorous and powerful 
writing, it is a delightful contrast to the wearisome platitudes of 
another monthly supposed to exist somewhere in the same region 
but not in the same atmosphere as that admirably edited periodical 


Lunar Caustic. 


The Rebel Commissioners in London very appropriatély date 
their manifestoes to Lord Russext from ‘‘ Half Moon Street,’’ a 
name highly suggestive of the waning state of Confederate Stars. 
One of the most prominent of these envoys may well be called the 
Mann in the Moon, considering his present “local habitation,’ 
and the ‘‘ Moonshine’ that radiates from him and his colleagues. 
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